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your breath! I'll come, I'll come." He pulled himself up from
his chair and stood by Crummie's side for a second, regarding
the quarrelsome mystics from the principality with an amused
stare. He was still only half awake. His face was puffy with sleep,
his eyes blurred and filmy. "Let's go, let's go, my treasure,'' he
murmured, dragging her to the door by the "arm.
As they left the Rotunda Crummie saw him turn sideways in
a very quaint and casual way and automatically make a hurried
inclination of his head towards the altar. Nothing would have
induced Crummie to imitate him in this, for Sam's influence was
still strong, and he had said: "God knows what sort of a Deity
your father's got down there," but it did strike her as a curious
thing that Mr. Geard should have already grown so used to this
place that he could treat his devil-worship, or whatever it was, in
that self-forgetful, careless, mechanical fashion. They had hardly
reached the road than they met Paul Trent, calm and feline as
ever, though he was drenched to the skin from the waist down,
and his teeth were chattering.
"Five deaths already, Comrades," he announced grimly, draw-
ing his beautifully curved womanish lips away from his white
chattering teeth, in a grin worthy of Young Tewsy. "Two children
out in Beckery, and a mother and two children in Dye House
Lane. But there are probably lots of others by now; for the water
keeps rising every moment! It's sea-water, Mr. Geard; that's
what it is; and till this moon wanes the tides will go on keeping
at this height,"
"Have any boats come? Have we got enough boats?"
"I should think they have come! From every direction they've
been arriving. A motor-boat, if you please, has come in from
Bridgewater. But there aren't half enough yet. It?s been rowing
and wading, rowing and punting, rowing and hauling people out
of top-windows, and pulling people ofi roofs, since six o'clock
this morning! My hands are blistered with rowing. We've missed
you sorely, Sir. I can tell you that All the poor people in Para-
dig e ------" Here Crummie pushed herself between her father and
the man from the Scilly Islands and pinched his arm as harcf as
she could. But Paul Trent was not to be stopped. "All the poor
people in Paradise are saying that the Mayor deserted the town